12                  MY CHILDHOOD

The desire to escape seized me. I ventured out of
the door. The dark, narrow space outside was empty,
and not far away shone the brass on the steps of the
staircase. Glancing upwards, I saw people with wal-
lets and bundles in their hands, evidently going off the
boat. This meant that I must go off too.

But when I appeared in front of the gangway,
amidst the crowd of peasants, they all began to yell
at me.

"Who does he belong to? Who do you belong
to?"

No one knew.

For a long time they jostled and shook and poked
me about, until the gray-haired sailor appeared and
seized me, with the explanation:

"It is the Astrakhan boy from the cabin."

And he ran off with me to the cabin, deposited me
on the bundles and went away, shaking his finger at
me, as he threatened, "I '11 give you something!"

The noise overhead became less and less. The boat
had ceased to vibrate, or to be agitated by the motion
of the water. The window of the cabin was shut in
by damp walls; within it was dark, and the air was
stifling. It seemed to me that the very bundles grew
larger and began to press upon me; it was all horrible,
and I began to wonder if I was going to be left alone
forever in that empty boat. the man in blue.sed eyes, she appeared to       the
